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estew  Univer 


When  you're  in  a  Hot  Spot 
-light  a  cool  OLD  GOLD 


Finer  tobacco,  that's  the  answer. 
Queen-leaf  tobacco  from  the  heart  of 
the  stalk.  The  choicest  and  coolest 
burning  of  all  Turkish  and  domestic. 

Get  this,  folks: 
OLD  GOLDS  are  FULL-WEIGHT 


not  a  cough  in  a  carload 


(P.I.orillard  Co., Inc. 
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Nit:  "There  goes  Jim,  He's  the 
father  of  twins." 

Wit:  "Yes.  Listen  at  the  poor 
devil  singing  'Love  is  like  that, 
what  can  you  do?' 

Georgia  Tech.  "Yellow  Jacket" 


"How     did     ya     get     your     face 
scratched?" 

"Jumping." 

"What!" 

"Yes.      Jumping    at    conclusions 
on  the  date  I  had  last  night." 

"Sniper'' 


"Whose  picture  is  that?" 
"Oh.  that's  a  picture  of  me  when 
I  was  a  baby." 

"Oh,  you  were  a  nice  bald-head- 
ed baby." 

"Hey,  you're  looking  at  that  pic- 
ture upside   down." 

Rensselaw  "Pup" 


Woman,  visiting  kennels:  Is  that 
a   real   bloodhound   over   there? 

Kennel  Master:  Yes,  lady,  Rover, 
come  over  here  and  bleed  for  the 
lady. 

Texas  "Battalion" 


A  girl  in  Hollywood  had  a  part 
in  a  companionate  marriage  plot 
which  she  did  rather  poorly.  The 
director  called  her  to  one  side  and 
demanded  to  know  if  she  knew  just 
what  a  companionate  marriage  was. 

She  didn't  rally,  so  he  explained. 

"Companionate  marriage  is  one 
in  which  one  enjoys  the  sensual 
pleasures  of  marriage  without  as- 
suming the  usual  obligations." 

"Oh!"  she  replied.  "I  thought 
that  was  engagement." 

Buffalo  "Bison" 


"Hear  about  the  Scotchman  who 

went  insane?" 

"No,  what  was  the  mattter?" 
"He  bought  a  score  card  at  the 

game,  and  neither  team  scored." 
Exchange 


What's  this  rumor  that  the 
Women's  Temperance  club  is  con- 
demning football  because  it  has  too 
much  kick? 

Arizona  "Kitty-Kat" 


ARE 

YOU 

LISTENING 

Footwear  for  Young 

Men   and   Young 

Women 

$5°  $10 


It's  Sweet  Music 
When  You're 
Dancing  in  a  Pair 

of  New 
Florsheim  Shoes 

SECHLER'S 

The  Florsheim  Store 
in  Evanston 

North  of  the  Fountain 
1616  ORRINGTON  AVE. 


FRANCINE'S  FRENCH 
BEAUTY  SHOPPE 

Just   Across   from    Willard 

iiiiiiimiiMiimiMiimiiMiiMiiiiiiiiiiNii 

Artistic  Work  That   Will    Please   Every   Co-ed 

Monday,    Tuesday,    Wednesday — Shampoo    and  "7C 

Finger-Wave     *  <3C 

Manicure      50c 

Arch      35c 

Co-eds    Permanent   Curls,    $2.50   and    $3.50 

iiiiiuiimmiiiiiiiiiimimimiimmiiiti 

726  Clark  St.  Phone  GREenleaf  4304 


E.LKAPPELMAN 

806  Post  Office  Place 
Tel.  Uni.  0733 

PRINTER 

7th  Ward  Alderman 

Northwestern    Sponsor 

"N"  Man 


Students — Do    Your    Stuff 
We    Want    More     Orders 
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Noyes  St.  Shoe  Repair 

and 

Shoe  Shine  Parlor 

Our  prices  are  right  and  service  the  best 

We  Deliver 


Open   Till   7 
Sat.  Till  9 


920    NOYES    ST. 

"Near   the    L" 


VELVET 
SHAVE 


MONEY 
SAVED 


KEEN 
EDGE 


SAFETY 

RAZOR  BLADES 
RE-SHARPENED 

EACH- 

GUARANTEED 


FOR  S  SHAVES 
IN  LOTS  OF  12  OR  MORE 

SAFETY   BLADE 

Sharpening  Service 

818  N.  CUYLER  AVE. 
OAK  PARK,  ILL. 


HAIR 
TESTED 


Advice  From 
One  Who  Knows 


PLAY  SAFE 
BUY 
BALFOUR  JEWELRY 

Don't  Worry — 
She  Knows  QUALITY 

L.  C.  Balfour  Company 

55  East  Washington  Street 
CHICAGO 

'Known  wherever  there  are  schools  and  colleges" 


President's    wife — Goodness    me, 
the  baby  has  the  stomachache. 

President — I'll  send  for  the  Sec- 
retary of  Interior  at  once. 

Arizona   "Kitty-Kat" 


First  Collich  Boy:  Is  it  true  that 
Eve   suspected   Adam   of   infidelity? 

Second  C.  B. :  I  don't  know,  but 
I've  heard  that  she  used  to  count 
bis  ribs  every  night  to  see  if  he  was 
true  to  her. 

Oklahoma  "Whirlwind" 


"He  has  absolutely  no  response 
to  women,  I  tell  you  he  is  past  that 
age." 

"How  do  you  know?" 

"I  saw  him  go  to  sleep  with  a 
chorus  girl  sitting  in  his  lap." 
Arizona   "Kitty-Kat" 


History  says  that  Mahatma 
Ghandi  wouldn't  come  to  the 
United  States  for  fear  that  some 
sorority  girl  would  ask  him  for  his 
pin. 

Exchang? 

m    I    m 

Many  thoughts 
Are   always   surgin' 
In  the  mind 
Of  any  virgin. 

Arizona   "Kitty-Kat" 


Football  players  may  be  strong 
and  silent  men  and  full  of  grit,  but 
so  are  a  lot  of  street  cleaners. 

Arizona   "Kitty-Kat" 


give 


Coach — Why    didn't    you 
the  quarterback  interference? 

Frosh — Oh,    I    just    left   him   to 
shift  for  himself. 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl" 


Scrub — Is    the    captain    double- 
jointed,  sir? 

Coach — No.     Why? 
Scrub — I  just  broke  his  leg,  then. 
Reserve  "Red  Cat" 


Plebe — What     do     your     repair 
these  shoes  with? 

Cobbler — Hide. 

Plebe — Why  should  I  hide? 

Cobbler — Hide,  hide!  The  cow's 
outside! 

Plebe — Let  her  come  in.    I'm  not 
afraid. 

Yale  "Record" 


TWO 
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He:    "Wait  a  minute,   I  thought 
I    heard   something   break." 

She:   "Never  mind,  that  was  my 
promise  to  Mother." 

Texas   "Battalion" 

There  was  a  young  woman  named 

Florence, 
For  kissing  she  held  an  abhorrence. 
One  night  she  got  kissed. 
And   saw   what   she'd   missed. 
And    her    tears    trickled    down    in 


great  torrents. 
Reserve 


■Red  Cat' 


"Have     Y'     heard     the     'Livery 

Stables  Blues'?" 

"Naw.     What  is  it?" 
"The    words    are    beautiful, 

the  air  isn't  so  good!" 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl" 


but 


RARE  BULL 

Three  football  stars  went  into  a 
cafe  to  eat. 

First  Star:  Give  me  a  steak  and 
make  it  thick  and  rare. 

Second  Star:  Give  me  a  steak  and 
make  it  thicker  and  more  rare. 

Third  Star:  Just  send  the  bull 
through  and  I'll  bite  him  on  the 
run. 

Anapolis  "Log" 


NEW  DEVELOPMENT 
She:     "You    have    been    to    the 
photographer.     Did  you  see  my  en- 
largement?" 

He:    "I  have  been  watching  it  a 
long  time." 

Georgia  Tech  "Yellow  Jacket" 


Never  leave  your  cars  parked  on 
a  lonely  road  without  locking  the 
doors:  someone  may  swipe  your 
other  seat. 

Alabama  "Rammer -Jammer" 


Never  turn  your  back  on  a  mule 
.   .  he'll  get  you  in  the  end. 

New  York  "Medley" 


Maids  of  virtue  undefiled 
Often  pose  as  wicked,  wild — 
While    ladies,    robbed    of    their    se- 
curity, 
Pick  the  pretty  pose  of  purity. 
The  Pitt   "Panther" 


Buy  Your  Magazines 
and 

Have  Your  Hair  Cut 

the 

Way  You  Want  It  Cut 

at 

Bill  Mills"  Campus 
Barber  Shop 


827a  Foster  Street 


GREenleaf  9141 


A 

PLEASING 

PERSONALITY 


Stores  as  well  as  people  have  personalities.  They 
get  this  from  their  customers  as  well  as  from 
their  owners  and  managers.  People  you  know, 
personal  friends  of  yours,  come  to  Chandler's 
and  they  come  back  again  and  again  .  .  .  not 
only  on  account  of  the  quality  merchandise,  but 
because  of  the  cheerful  service  ...  a  store 
replete  with  every  desirable  feature  ...  at  the 
very  door  of  the  University. 


CHANDLER'S 

Fountain  Square  Evanston 
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FALL  FOOTLIGHTS 

By  Ruth  Walliser 


Gent:   Er,   er  I  want   a  pair  of 
pajamas. 

Salesgirl:  Broadcloth? 
Gent:  Er,  er  .  .  .  no,  for  myself. 
Rice  "Owl" 


This  isn't  Aunt  Polly's  column 
(or  didn't  you  know?),  but  have 
you  heard  the  Wrangler's  latest — 
the  Moth  Song — "You  came  to 
me  from  out  of  mohair!"  And 
mohair  (to  make  the  pun  oppor- 
tune) seems  to  be  where  Chicago 
Playland  is  melting. 

While  waving  a  reluctant  fare- 
well to  one  of  the  ha-ha-iest  come- 
dians here  this  year,  Ernest  Truex 
in  WHISTLING  IN  THE  DARK, 
we  cry  out  a  new  'Long  live  the 
King!'  as  the  arrival  of  REUNION 
IN  VIENNA  is  predicted  for  the 
Erlanger.  With  the  grand  combi- 
nation of  Sherwood  as  author  and 
Fontanne-Lunt  co-starring,  we 
foretell,  in  our  own  rights,  a  play 
worth   seeing. 

And  now  it  behooves  us  to  de- 
liver a  short  eulogium  in  favor  of 
the  well-known-but-many-of-you- 
could-k  n  o  w-i  t-better  University 
Theater.  The  production  of  LOW 
BRIDGE  was  in  many  instances 
far  better  turned  out  than  any  pro- 
fessional cast  could  have  done  it. 
There  was  an  honest-to-God  fight 
in  it  that  gave  us  many  a  secret 
groan  for  future-sprained  thumbs 
and  lacerated  backs — hurt  and  sole 
sincerity  we  calls  it.  Winston 
O'Keefe,  as  a  purgatory-raising  par- 
son, was  perfection  itself,  drinking, 
gambling,  and  swearing  himself  to 
death,  while  he  preached  his  Go-to- 
Hell-if-You-Aren't-Good  doctrine. 
Stacy  Keach  and  Earl  Wynn  were 
two  others  extremely  effective  Erie- 
Canawlers  for  young  amateurs. 
Bob  Breen,  whom  we  admired  tre- 
mendously last  year  in  LIFE  OF 
MAN  and  PELLEAS  AND  MEL- 
ISANDE,  convinces  us  more  and 
more  that  he  has  a  future  as  a  great 
actor. 

H.  C.  Howard  is  attempting, 
this  year  at  the  Chicago  Woman's 
Club  Theater,  a  series  of  Gilbert 
and  Sullivan.  Though  all  of  the 
presentations  seen  up  to  date  savor 
strongly  of  an  undesirable  lack  of 
polish,  we  commend  Mr.  Howard 
enthusiastically  though  tritely  when 

FOUR 


we  say  his  ideals  are  in  the  right 
place. 

If  you  have  ever  been  troubled 
by  such  forms  of  family-itus  get- 
togethers  as  huge  Christmas  din- 
ners, long-drawn-out  funerals,  or 
just  plain  "Come  now,  we  must 
visit  auntie!" — if  you  have  been 
molested,  as  we  say,  by  any  of  these 
manifestations  of  family-itus,  you 
will  be  afforded  much  elbow  tick- 
ling by  the  Hallam  Tuesday  night 
gatherings.  Their  morgue-like  cer- 
emonies, as  portrayed  in  AN- 
OTHER LANGUAGE  (Harris), 
are  the  sort  of  true-to-life  incidents 
which  the  man  in  the  audience  can 
laugh  and  roar  at,  yet  be  uncom- 
fortably aware  all  the  time  that  the 
author  behind  the  play  is  laugh- 
ing in  like  strain  at  that  very  com- 
placent theater-goer. 

The  play  concerns  a  usual  Am- 
erican family,  eight  or  nine  mem- 
bers of  which  are  on  the  Babbitt 
type  who  value  good,  sound  horse- 
sense  before  all  else.  They  are  the 
kind  who  will  come  into  softly 
candle-lit  rooms  and  say:  "Hey, 
will  someone  please  turn  on  the 
juice  so  I  can  see  my  way  around 
here?"  Thereby  all  will  rush  to 
the  nearest  electric  light  current. 
They  are  the  kind  who  will  mor- 
bidly start  chewing  on  their  near- 
est finger-nail  if  Valse  Triste  comes 
over  the  radio,  but  prance  about  in 
great  hilarity  and  joy  if  Sugar  Baby 
is  turned  on  instead.  They  are 
the  kind  of  people  who  think  that 
art  institutes  are  built  as  wind- 
breakers.  In  other  words,  they 
are  the  staunch  supporters  of 
Mother,  Home,  and  Good  Food. 
Mother  being  the  center  of  their  ex- 
istence in  her  crafty  and  sly  weak- 
ness, the  four  boys  treat  their  wives 
as  good  cooks  and  not  much  else. 

Stella,  as  portrayed  by  Patricia 
Collinge,  marries  into  this  entity  of 
narrow-minded  smugness,  under 
the  illusion  that  her  husband  does 
not  belong  with  his  brothers.  But 
after  seven  years  of  being  dubbed 
an  easy  mark  and  weakling  by  his 
mother  and  brothers,  Vic,  her  hus- 
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MODERN  YOUTH 
Teacher:      "Johnny,      I'm     sur- 
prised!     Do  you  know   any  more 
jokes  like  that?" 

Johnny:   "Yes,  teacher." 
Teacher:       "Well,       stay      after 
school." 

Texas  "Battalion" 


Lady:  "I  want  to  see  some  kid 
gloves  for  my  eight-year  old  daugh- 
ter, please." 

Polite  Clerk:  "Yes,  madam, 
white  kid?" 

Lady:   "Sir!" 

Michigan  "Gargoyle" 

1.  "Is  she  chaste?" 

2.  "Lord  yes,  ran  after,  caught 
up  with,  tagged  and  eliminated." 

"Sniper" 

1929 — Say  it  with  a  Rolls. 
1930 — Say  it  with  flowers. 
1931_Say  it. 
1932— Shut  up! 

Reserve  "Red  Cat" 


"Yessir,    all    women    are    play- 
things to  me." 

"That's  a  broad  statement." 
Oklahoma   "Whirlwind" 

This  little  pig  went  to  market, 
This  little  pig  stayed  at  home, 
This  little  pig  had  roast  beef, 
Ths  little  pig  had  none, 
This    little    pig    drank    some    near 

beer, 
And  'wee  wee'd  all  the  way  home. 
Alabama  "Rammer- Jammer" 


She — "I  just  saw  Myrtle  walk- 
ing down  the  street  with  her  new 
evening  gown  under  her  arm." 

He — "My  God,  don't  tell  me  the 
styles  have  come  to  that!" 

Penn.  State  "Froth" 

band,  turns  against  her  back  to  the 
old  regime.  She  is  stunned  and 
frantic  when  she  finds  that  he  has 
lost  what  she  would  define  as  soul. 
Her  struggles  to  make  him  see  a 
new  perspective  is  the  center  about 
which  the  plot  moves. 
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bailing,  Sailing,  over  the  Bounding  Main 


In  over  eighty  countries  ...  no  matter  where 
you  may  go,  by  land  or  by  sea  or  by  air  .  .  .  you 
can  always  buy  Chesterfields. 

Their  reputation  for  Mildness  and  Better 
Taste  is  international.  Just  ask  for  the  ciga- 
jette  that  satisfies. 

The  cigarette   that's   MILDER 
The   cigarette   that  TASTES  BETTER 


JH>\\\\ 

/Wherever  you  buy  \ 

/  Chesterfields, you  get 

them  just  as  fresh  as 

\if  you  came  by  our  ■ 

\       factory  door 
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MUMM    PRINT 
SHOP,   Inc. 

PRINTERS  to 
♦  PARTICULAR  "♦" 

PEOPLE 

OFFICE   AND   PLANT   LOCATED 

AT 

1033-35  University  Place 

EVANSTON 

Phones    Greenleaf    6900-6901 


BALDIIS 

DRUG    CO. 

The  Store  of  Personal  Service 

H.  J.  BALDUS 

824  NOYES  STREET,  EVANSTON,  ILL. 

Three  Phones: 

GREenleaf  9045-9280-8913 

We  Deliver— 7  A.  M.  to  Midnight 
PHONE  CALLS  REFUNDED 
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Polly-Anna 


Your  old  Aunt  starts  this  issue  with  a  bow  to  the 
young  lady  who  has  taken  over  "On  U.  H.  .Steps" 
of  late  and  is  threatening  to  make  a  column  of  it. 
Nice  work,  "D.  D." ,  how'd  you  like  to  team  up  with 
Aunty  for  awhile  .  .  .  Aunty  was  manhandled  badly 
in  the  Daily's  review  of  our  first  issue.  Ken  Hindley, 
who  wrote  the  article,  should  really  be  careful  or 
Aunty  will  tell  the  world  about  some  of  those  par- 
ties he  held  at  his  house  last  summer.  When  the  cat's 
away  .  .  .  Interesting  thing  that  proves  Balfour  knows 
his  Northwestern  sororities  happened  at  an  Alpha  Chi 
banquet.  The  Grand  Whoosis  made  a  speech  and 
prepared  to  pass  out  pins.  She  opened  up  the  pack- 
age from  Balfour  and  it  was  filled  with  Boy  Scout 
pins  .  .  .  Chile  Southward,  Bill  Mesick,  and  Gilson 
had  oughta  be  ashamed  of  themselves  for  the  things 
they  did  at  the  Brown  House  on  Orrington  .  .  .  But 
no  more  ashamed  than  Frankie  Martin  and  the  other 
Delta  Gamma  that  Aunty  saw  kissing  and  hugging  on 
the  front  porch.  Are  the  girls  that  hard  up  or  is  it 
worse  than  that?  .  .  .  Holly  (Horizontal)  Peck  had  a 
fine  train  ride  to  Michigan,  with  accompaniment  by 
Kay  Fitzqerald,  who  had  a  terrible  time  playing  nurse- 
maid. Nurse-maid  is  right,  too,  because  the  young 
man  was  waving  his  'ittle  bottle  at  Hank  Stimson 
during  the  Michigan  game,  while  Hank's  mother  kept 
saying,  "Henry,  I  wish  that  awful  boy  would  quit- 
yelling  at  you.  People  will  think  you  know  him." 
.  .  .  Louise  Haynes  was  told  she'd  been  to  the  Illinois 
game  when  she  got  back.  It  sorta  surprised  her  .  .  . 
But  the  pride  and  joy  of  the  Champaign  trip  was 
witnessing  the  marvelous  tackle  Dinny  Harris  made  of 
a  fire  hydrant,  on  which  he  left  much  of  his  chin 
sticking  .  .  .  Elinor  Erickson  and  Kay  Brockaway, 
who  make  a  habit  of  getting  locked  out  of  the  Kappa 
Delt  bouse  on  out-of-town-game  trips,  found  a  place 
to  sleep  at  Illinois.  Ask  them  to  tell  you  about  it  .  .  . 
Ned  Hullinger's  middle  name  is  Bruner  .  .  .  Helen 
Jackson,  Peaches  Whitaker,  and  three  other  Alpha 
Phis  enthusiastically  agreed  to  accompany  a  plane  pilot 
to  Ann  Arbor — and  fainted  with  surprise  when  they 
found  he  wanted  plenty  of  bucks  and  that  it  was 
purely  a  commercial  project  .  .  .  Harlow  Scott  was 
rather  vicious  in  his  attacks  on  LeRoy  Adams,  edi- 
torially, Aunty  thinks,  particularly  considering  how 
the  elections  went.  There  is  a  fable  in  Sicily  concern- 
ing a  certain  fox  .  .  .  Thirty-three  Sigma  Chis  went 
to  Ann  Arbor,  which  brings  back  thoughts  of  the 
Barbarian  Invasions.  The  star  of  the  trip  was  Hank 


Gignilliat,  who  heard  the  game  from  Canada  and  was 
a  star  performer  Saturday  night  .  .  .  Anne  Nicholas 
and  her  date  ran  into  a  tree  in  front  of  the  Phi  Psi 
house  in  Ann  Arbor  .  .  .  Which  is  almost  as  good  as 
the  young  man  who  fell  five  floors  down  a  clothes 
chute  .  .  .  Mesick.  Jo  Punchart,  Bee  McCurdy,  and 
Jack  Dilley  serenaded  the  Delta  Gamma  house  mother 
at  Ann  Arbor  with  "Pop  Goes  the  Weasel"  after  the 
gals  were  locked  out  at  three  a.  m.  .  .  .  And  shed  a 
tear  for  Betty  Hubbard,  who  was  seen  at  the  Mills 
of  Michigan  Saturday  night,  and  who  sometime  must 
have  run  into  a  door  because  she  picked  up  a  "shiner" 
some  place  .  .  .  Delt  Pledge  Tom  Noble  did  nobly  at 
the  Stadium  Tavern  in  Champaign  .  .  .  Overheard  at 
a  game.  "How  does  Hanley  let  the  team  know  when 
the  game's  on  ice?"  "Why  hadn't  you  noticed?  He 
sends  in  Jindrich."  .  .  .  Barbara  Mearns  has  pledged 
Phi  Gam,  but  she  isn't  so  far  gone  as  to  pledge  the 
Northwestern  chapter.  No,  Bobbie  went  Purdue  .  .  . 
Doppo  Freudenreich  and  Lillian  Clausen  are  being 
rushed  Phi  Gam,  Aunty  hears,  both  by  the  same 
sophomore  ...  A  Delta  Gamma  fell  hard  for  a  tele- 
phone call  allegedly  from  a  police  station  in  the 
suburbs  late  at  night  not  so  long  ago  .  .  .  Tom  Slater, 
buried  by  Aunty  last  year,  is  now  a  "sweet  water" 
chemist  at  the  Austin  house.  Yessir,  Northwestern 
not  only  educates  her  men,  she  places  'em  as  well  .  .  . 
Three  Kappas,  in  a  borrowed  car,  were  out  trying 
to  pick  up  dates  one  night  this  month  .  .  .  Those 
week-end  trips  make  great  fodder  for  the  gossip 
manglers,  but  that's  nothing.  Pretty  soon  the  social 
season  will  be  in  swing  and  watch  them  then!  Every- 
body, and  rightly  so,  is  going  to  Army-Navy  ball, 
and  your  Aunty  is  going  to  have  a  whole  staff  of  spies 
on  duty,  although  they'll  probably  have  such  a  good 
time  they'll  forget  to  spy  .  .  .  Incidentally,  Vic  Stock 
pursues  intellectual  pursuits  on  the  steps  of  Harris 
Hall,  we  hear.  Whatta  girl,  whatta  night  .  .  .  Won- 
der if  Herman's  has  any  significance  to  Mary  Wit 
Clokey  .  .  .  And  whether  Bird  Legs  Early  thinks  any- 
body believes  he  appointed  all  those  gals  to  his  staff 
because  they  were  good  workers.  Well,  when  you 
can't  get  'em  any  other  way  a  medallion  may  turn  the 
trick  .  .  .  Which  brings  Aunty  down  to  the  closing 
time  for  this  month,  so  she  snaps  shut  the  little  black 
note  book  and  waits  for  the  Ball  to  roll  around  with 
a  fresh  batch.     See  you  anon. 

—AUNT  POLLY. 
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The  Parrot  Squawks 

Editorial  Notes  and  Comment 


The  campus  walks  are  slowly  getting  muddy. 
Perspiring  sorority  girls,  fraternity  freshmen,  and  Mc- 
Kinlock  students  have  had  their  toes  tramped  in  the 
juniper-laden  atmosphere  of  open  houses.  The  Pug- 
ger's  pictures  are  appearing  with  regularity.  The  Navy 
announces  that  the  Ball  will  be  better  than  ever. 
Leaves  rustle  down,  the  twilight  is  hazy,  the  Lake 
has  begun  to  show  her  teeth.  The  Old  Line  Party 
has  won  its  annual  election,  and  we've  had  our  first 
cold  in  the  head.  Virile  young  men  take  to  smoking 
pipes;  effeminate  young  ladies  drink  coffee  instead  of 
cokes  on  their  afternoon  dates.  Afternoon  teas  in  Har- 
ris hall  begin  to  look  cozy  and  cheery,  and  the  loung- 
ers in  front  of  U.  H.  perk  up  as  snappy  weather  adds  a 
natural  bloom  to  rouge-reddened  cheeks.  The  esteemed 
Daily  has  settled  down  to  its  task  of  printing  news 
of  meetings  of  Ro-Ku-Vah  and  misprinting  announce- 
ments. We  publish  the  Football  Number.,  while 
homeward  the  weary  alumnus  plods  his  fraternity 
way. 

In  other  words,  it's  Autumn,  melancholy  and 
sear,  but  offering  much  that's  fun  nonetheless.  Behind 
lies  the  first  burst  of  speed,  ahead  the  social  season 
yawns,  and  right  here  so  do  we.  Autumn  for  us 
means  that  the  fog-horn  near  our  house  will  start 
coughing — like  us — and  that  our  last  year  here  is  on 
its  way.  Personally  we  agree  with  what  the  radio 
funster  said  not  long  ago,  "What  the  five  cent  cigar 
really  needs  is  a  good  country  to  go  with  it." 


Slumber  On,   Future  Citizens 

The  spectacle  afforded  by  the  recent  campus  elec- 
tions, we  are  forced  to  say,  leaves  us  pretty  cold.  The 
procedure  leading  up  to  the  balloting  was  marked  by 
both  a  greater  and  a  lesser  show  of  intelligence  than 
any  we've  seen  around  this  so-called  institution  of 
higher  learning,  where  students  are  supposed  to  be 
intelligent. 

Nobody,  we  believe,  can  deny  that  campus 
politics,  as  practiced  here,  is  useless  and  pointless,  de- 
spite all  the  cries  of  the  Old  Line  party  about  "con- 
tinued efficiency"  and  so  on.  We've  seen  enough  of 
the  inside  of  politics  to  know  that  it's  a  rotten  and 
useless  system,  an  insult  to  the  intelligence  of  rational 
individuals. 

We  were  overjoyed,  then,  at  the  appearance  of 
the  so-called  "University  Movement."  We  have  al- 
ways thought  that  if  enough  fearless  people  here 
joined  together  and  cut  loose  from  Greek  letter  job- 
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trading  they'd  get  somewhere  and  do  something  very 
much  worthwhile.  The  University  Movement  seemed 
to  offer  that  opportunity.  But  we  had  overrated  the 
student  body.  Trained  to  think  in  terms  of  spoils  and 
loyalty  to  the  party  at  the  cost  of  rationality,  the  Uni- 
versity Movement  was  defeated  by  men  and  women 
who  will  be  in  the  future  the  type  of  people  who  keep 
the  Bill  Thompsons  and  Len  Smalls  in  office.  Even  the 
leaders  of  the  Movement  itself,  fired  at  first  with  en- 
thusiasm, found  the  sea  of  honesty  hard  going  for 
unaccustomed  oars,  and  made  a  few  technical  mistakes. 
It  was  an  encouraging  sign,  though,  to  see  such  a 
movement  started  and  we  hope  that  in  the  future  it 
will  be  taken  up  and  carried  through  to  success.  It  is 
even  remotely  possible  that  one  day  a  class  will  elect 
officers  which  the  members  actually  believe  are  the  best 
people  available  for  the  job,  and  that  the  open  forum 
will  replace  the  fraternity  back-architectures  as  a  place 
for  selecting  candidates.  On  that  day  come  and  tell 
us  about  it.  You  will  find  us  enjoying  an  ice-skating 
party  over  the  entrance  to  Heck. 


Selling  The  Creeks  Short 

Although  we,  being  a  bird  who  needs  must  bor- 
row such  automobile  rides  as  we  have,  are  never  both- 
ered by  the  problem,  we  do  have  a  note  of  sympathy  to 
sound  for  the  poor  disgruntled  fraternity  men  who 
drive  cars,  and  who  this  year  find  themselves  walled 
out  from  their  own  front  yard. 

We  suppose  that  the  university  feels  justified  in 
closing  off  the  North  Campus  roads  by  installing  con- 
crete pillars  across  which  to  hang  chains,  and  we  pre- 
sume that  it  was  a  cheaper  and  easier  thing  to  do  than 
to  fix  up  the  chuck-holes  in  the  roads.  But  some- 
how or  other  the  two  by  four  parking  lots  placed  at 
selected  intervals  behind  the  houses  along  Sheridan 
road  haven't  proven  sufficient  to  park  all  the  cars. 

In  summer  there  is  a  justification  for  chaining  off 
the  roads.  In  winter  we  can  find  none,  and  we  see 
no  reason  why  the  fraternity  men  fortunate  enough 
to  possess  cars  in  these  trying  times  should  be  so  in- 
convenienced by  an  Alma  Mater  to  which  they  are 
expected  to  some  day  point  with  pride.  How  about 
it,  Mr.  Garwood,  please  won't  you  let  us  in? 


Cheerful  Chirp 

Not  everything,  we  find,  is  as  gloomy  as  it  could 
be.     There  are  a  few  things,  at  least,  of  which  the 
(Continued  on  Page  17) 
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"Let  'er  go,  deacon!  Green  makes 
me  nervous  too!" 

Baby  mosquito:  "A  man  just 
clapped  his  hands  at  daddy." 

Mother  ditto:  "Well,  what  if 
he  did?" 

Baby  mosquito:  "Daddy  was  in 
between  'em." 


First  Roman:  "I  hear  that  Nero 
was  torturing  Christians  again  last 
night." 

Second  Roman:  "Someone  ought 
to  take  that  fiddle  away  from 
him!" 


"I    went    to    the    dentist    yester- 
day." 

"Does  your  tooth  still  ache?" 
"I  don't  know;  he  kept  it." 


"My  daddy's  a  bookkeeper," 
said  little  Benny,  proudly." 

"I  know  it,"  replied  his  little 
playmate.  "He  has  several  of  my 
daddy's." 


Her  father  (from  upstairs)  : 
"Alice,  what  time  is  it?" 

Her:  "I  don't  know,  father;  the 
clock  isn't  going." 

Her  father:  "Well,  how  about 
the  young  man?" 


The  Baron's  Browsings 


It  rains  alike  on  the  just  and  the 
unjust — but  more  often  on  the 
just,  because  the  unjust  have  their 
umbrellas. 


It's  nice  to  have  a  will  of  your 
own,  but  a  will  of  your  rich  uncle's 
is  better. 


A  fool  and  his  honey  are  soon 
parted. 

Late  to  bed  and  early  to  rise 

Puts  dark  circles  under  your  eyes. 

■  ■  ■ 

The  human  brain  is  a  wonderful 
organ.  It  starts  to  work  when  you 
wake  up  and  doesn't  stop  until  you 
reach  school. 


Radio  announcers  have  some 
practical  value.  They  keep  us  in- 
formed of  the  latest  name  of  the 
number  the  orchestra  is  playing. 


Through  an  extensive  advertis- 
ing campaign,  grapefruit  juice  is 
soon  to  occupy  a  prominent  posi- 
tion in  the  public  eye.      Oh  yeah? 


It  is  said  that  the  earth  weighs 
more  in   winter.      It   should.      We 

have  a  heavy  cold. 

■  ■  ■ 

The  height  of  bad  luck — sea- 
sickness and  lockjaw. 

m    ■    o 

Politics  makes  strange  bedfel- 
lows, but  they  soon  get  accustomed 
to  the  same  bunk. 

■ — The  Barron  Spaces 
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"I  want  a  divorce  from  that  insect." 

"On  what  grounds?" 

"The  little  shrimp  has  athlete's  foot!" 


NINE 


PIRPL 


R  ROT 


AMERICA  NEEDS  A  CHANDI! 

By  James   (Arthur  Sears)   O'Keefe 


If  the  good  old  Mahatma  would 
only  bear  a  son  and  send  him  to 
America  we  would  soon  be  out  of 
the  so-called  lock.  In  the  first  place 
we  would  have  a  ruler,  and  is  there 
any  more  simple  way  to  follow  the 
straight  and  narrow  path  than  with 
the  aid  of  a  ruler?  Then  the  old 
boy  would  be  of  unnamed  value  in 
helping  guys  like  Irving  Berlin 
write  sheet  music.  He  would  help 
our  economical  situation  no  end  by 
his  refusal  to  eat,  or  to  spend  the 
government  appropriations  for  such 
silly  things  as  clothing.  If  the 
country  needed  a  temporary  bol- 
stering-up  the  Mahatma  could  aid 
the  R.  F.  C.  by  lending  them  his 
safety  pin  with  interest  bearing  six 
or  better  five  and  one-half  percent 
in  straight  pins. 


Who  could  compare  with  our 
ruler's  judiciary  abilities  in  such 
cases  as  the  charge  of  being  "a 
couple  of  sheets  to  the  wind,"  or 
in  such  weighty  court  decisions  as 
to  whether  a  stitch  in  time  saves 
nine  or  ten.  Then  too,  look  how 
the  press  of  our  country  would 
heckle  the  nudists'  colonies  and 
point  with  pride  to  the  innovations 
of  the  modern  dress  in  our  country. 
The  first  lady  of  the  land  would 
have  all  the  sub  debs — and  even 
the  varsity  debs — in  a  clothing 
panic,  and  the  What  to  Wear  ad- 
visers would  probably  advise  hula- 
hula  costumes.  Some  of  the  fat 
and  ungainly  debs  would  come  out 
and  go  right  back  in  again  in  due 
mortification  and  lack  of  daisical 
beauty.  Mrs.  Ghandi  would  prob- 
ably knock  'em  dead  by  wearing  a 
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— A  leak  in  the  Dyche! 
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— Comes  the  paws  in  the  day's 
occupation  known  as  the  children's 
hour! 

plain  pillow  slip  autographed  by 
the  members  of  Congress  and  the 
Ruler's  Cabinet. 

Ghandi,  himself,  would  not  al- 
low people  to  speak  of  such  depres- 
sing things  as  the  World's  Fair.  He 
would  like  as  not  lobby  a  bill  pro- 
viding that  all  people  of  our  coun- 
try refer  to  the  world  as  being 
"Great."  In  time  of  reelection  the 
Ghandi-For-President  organization 
would  use  for  its  slogan,  "You 
can't  pin  anything  on  Ghandi,"  in- 
stead of  such  silly  ones  as  "The  de- 
pression is  Hoovering  over  us." 

The  only  drawback  in  the  minds 
of  the  United  States  chocolate 
Ghandi  for  President  club  at  the 
present  time  is  that  he  is  not  a 
crooner  and  for  that  reason  would 
have  no  enticing  method  of  making 
the  radio  audiences  listen  to  his  cam- 
paign advertising.  Ghandi  would 
be  unable  to  straddle  fences  on  such 
lovely  subjects  as  prohibition,  due 
to  the  fact  that  he  might  tear  his 
sheet  and  be  the  subject  of  a  huge 
international  expose,  and  a  victim 
of  livid  circumstances.  Anyhow, 
he  would  always  be  an  easy  man  to 
find,  because  we  could  let  his  goat 
call  for  him,  "Maaaaaaa-hatma, 
Maaaaaa-hatma."  Followers  of  the 
Indian  philosopher  are  organizing 
strongly,  and  serving  Babe  Ruth 
Ghandi  Bar  and  ghandilion  wine, 
and  marching  through  the  country 
shouting  the  question  to  the  voters 
of  America,  "Ghandi  be  our  next 
president?" 
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DIAL  FEVER 

A   Homecoming    Drama 


G — tick  tick  tick,  R — tick  tick 
tick  tick,  E — tick  tick,  9 — tick  tick 
tick  tick  tick,  3 — tick  tick  tick,  2 — 

tick  tick,  1 — tick 

— Hello.  Is  Opal  Onfire  there? 
Thanks.  Hello  Opes.  How  are 
you?  That's  good.  I  saw  you  in 
front  of  U.  H.  yesterday,  but  you 
snubbed  me  awfully.  —  —  Oh, 
that's  all  right.  You're  forgiven. 
Say  —  Opal  —  ahhhhh — I  have  a 
friend  that  just  dropped  in  from 
Purdue.  He's  about  six  feet,  dark 
— curly  hair,  swell  clothes,  and  a 
swell  dancer.  I  was  just  thinking 
that  he  would  like  a  date,  and 
you're   the   first   one   I   thought  of. 

Oh — I  see.     That's  too  bad. 

Well,  some  other  time,  Opey. 
Goodbye.  (The  rat!) 

G — tick  tick  tick,  R — tick  tick 
tick  tick,  E — tick  tick,  9 — tick  tick 
tick  tick  tick,  3 — tick  tick  tick,  2 — 
tick  tick,  8 — ttttttttcccccckkkkkk! 
Hello.  Is  Hilda  Hotspot  in? 
Thank  you  very  much.  Hello 
Hilda.  I  didn't  recognize  you  at 
first.  How've  things  been?  Only 
fair?  Well  here's  a  remedy.  Ahhh 
— You  see,  I  have  a  friend  that  just 
dropped  in  from  Purdue.  He's 
about  five-eight,  straight  slick  hair, 
blonde,  athletic,  and  a  swell  dancer. 
He'd  show  you  a  wonderful  time. 
How'd  you  like  a  date  with  him 
tonight?  (xllmftis  xxx  !  350  $- 
&asceZ*;!?!  Parenthesis  from  the 
other  party) — Well,  I'm  sorry 
Hilda,  and  I  know  it's  rather  late, 
but  I  didn't  think  you'd  take  it 
that    way. — Goodbye.     (Hmmm). 

G — tick  tick  tick,  R — tick  tick 
tick  tick,  E — tick  tick,  9 — tick  tick 
tick  tick  tick,  1 — tick,  4 — tick  tick 
tick  tick,  0 — tick  tick  tick  tick  tick 
tttccckkk.  Hello.  Who  is  this? 
Oh  yes.  I  met  you  at  open  house 
last  week.  My  name  is  Kimmy 
O'Jeefe.  Do  you  remember  me?  I 
thought  you  would.  Heh,  heh. 
Say,  sister,  are  you  doing  anything? 
— Oh    you    funny    person.      How 


would  you  like  a  date  with  a  great 
big  bald  headed  Boilermaker  from 
Lafayette? — Quit  kiddin',  will  ya? 
He's  got  narrow  shoulders  and  big 
feet,  but  you'd  like  him,  I'm  sure. 
( click) Hello (click) . 

O  —  tttccckkktttccckkkttcckkkk 
Sheldrake  7444  —  Hello.  Ham 
Sarris  speaking.  Shoot  a  fifth  of 
gin  up  to  the  house  right  away. — 
No  deliveries  after  nine  o'clock. 
What  the  hell?    (Crash). 

U — tick  tick  tick  tick  ticktick 
tick,  N — tick  tick  tick  tick,  1 — tick 
tick  tick,  8 — tick  tick  tick  tick  tick 
tick,  9 — tick  tick  tick  tick  tick  tick, 
0 — tick  tick  tick  tick  tick  tick  tick 
tick  tick.  Hello.  Varsity  theatre? 
What's  on  tonight?  Clark  Gable1 
Uh  hu.     Thanks.      (snap) 

(Note  to  repair  department  from 
chief  operator.) 

Greenleaf  9000  out  of  order. 
Wires  pulled  from  wall.  Repair 
tomorrow.  — Pat  Clausen. 


She  (after  long  kiss):  "Oh,  you  didn't 
win  fair.  My  foot  slipped.  Let's  try 
again." 

He:  "What  dress  are  you  going 
to  wear  tonight?" 

She:  "Oh,  just  an  instrumental 
little  thing.  You  know,  that 
organdy." 


She:  "Why  do  they  call  ships 
'she'?" 

He:  "Oh,  I  guess  that's  because 
they  make  their  best  showing  in 
the  wind." 


Advice  to  girls:  Don't  always 
expect  silk  presents,  for  you  must 
remember  that  into  each  one's  life 
a  little  rayon  must  fall. 


"Kin  I  keep  him,  maw?    He  followed  me  home." 
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Mary   had   a   little   lamb 

Some  salad  and  dessert 

And    then    she    gave    the    wrong 

address 
The  dirty  little  flirt! 


Mr.  Lardner:  "Why  the  ques- 
tion marks  on  this  test  paper?" 

Dick  Fencl:  "Courtesy  to  the 
man  on  my  right,  sir." 


Prof.:  "Of  course  you  can  re- 
sist the  distraction  of  coeds.  You're 
no  weakling.  You  have  a  strong 
constitution." 

Stewd:  "Yeh,  but  awfully  weak 
amendments. 


— A  four  letter   man. 


Notsnave  was  a  suburb  of  Rome, 
and  there  during  the  glorious  days 
of  the  empire  lived  a  rather  aged 
and  wise  old  man  whose  name  was 
Ttocs.  Since  his  youth  he  had  lived 
in  the  same  small  cottage  and  se- 
cured his  livelihood  by  teaching  a 
small  number  of  young  men  of  the 
town. 

II 

One  day  Ttocs  heard  the  dis- 
tressing news  that  a  new  school  had 
been  established  near  his.  It  was 
called  Ogacihc,  and  was  presided 
over  by  three  men.  The  new  school 
combined  games  and  sports  with 
study — an  arrangement  which  was 
most  attractive  to  the  youth;  more- 
over a  specified  yearly  revenue  was 
charged  for  attending  Ogacihc. 
Ill 

Ttocs  realized  that  the  establish- 
ment of  Ogacihc  would  be  ruinous. 
Soon  all  of  his  students  had  trans- 
ferred to  the  new  school,  whose  en- 
rollment was  already  too  large  to 
be  accommodated.  Ttocs  was  in  a 
quandry;  he  now  had  no  income, 
and,  having  always  relied  on  teach- 
ing, he  had  become  too  theoretical 
and  "intellectually  aloof";  conse- 
quently, he  was  unfit  for  any  arti- 
san's work. 

IV 

While  the  old  teacher  was  thus 
troubled,  Ehcyd,  a  Persian  trader, 
wandered  into  Notsnave.  Now 
Ehcyd  was  a  wise  old  trader,  the 
type  of  man,  who  was  later  called 
an  entrepreneur.  He  was  dis- 
satisfied with  his  business,  and  when 
he  heard  of  Ttocs'  predicament 
from  a  townsman,  he  hastened  to 
see  him,  for  the  Persian  had  al- 
ready thought  of  a  brilliant  plan. 
V 

Ttocs  was  in  the  Baths  when 
Ehcyd  found  him,  and  while  they 
both  took  their  hot  showers,  and 
then  eased  off  with  cold  ones,  the 


THE  FALL  OF 


A   Moral  Story 

trader  explained  his  plan.  It  was 
met  with  complete  approval,  and  he 
was  given  full  authority  to  carry  it 
out. 

VI 
Two  years  passed,  and  U.  N.  was 
a  thriving  educational  center.  Ttocs 
was  still  at  the  head  of  the  school, 
but  something  of  a  figurehead. 
Ehcyd  had  built  up  a  course  of 
study  which  was  concerned  partly 
with  mental  and  partly  with  physi- 
cal development  —  an  exhaustive 
athletic  program,  or  in  other  words, 
a  course  of  half  work  and  half  play. 
Nosliw,  a  friend  of  Ehcyd's  was  ap- 
pointed head  of  the  athletic  pro- 
gram. To  be  thoroughly  demo- 
cratic, the  new  manager  opened  the 
school  to  women.  But  by  far  the 
most  significant  thing  he  did  was  to 
ADVERTISE.  For  this  purpose 
he  selected  two  news-spreaders  from 
Rome,  "Dlraeh  and  Renimaxe," 
who  traveled  about  the  country 
publicising  U.  N.  As  a  result  the 
enrollment  was  doubled,  trebled, 
with   the   consequent   revenue. 

VII 

Matters  now  developed  into  a 
race  between  U.  N.  and  Ogacihc. 
Athletic  contests  between  the  two 
schools  were  a  yearly  event  which 
attracted  the  attention  of  all  Rome 
The  games  were  usually  held  in  a 
huge  stadium,  and  those  who  did 
not  take  an  active  part,  rasped  their 
throats  in  cheering.  The  principal 
feature  of  the  engagements  was  a 
newly-developed  game  called  llab- 
toof.  There  were  numerous  rules 
for  playing  this  game,  but  they  were 
seldom  observed,  and  kicking,  bit- 
ting, pinching  and  slugging  were 
often  seen.  Each  team  was  coached 
by  a  man  who  understood  the  intri- 
cacies of  the  game.  U.  N.'s  coach 
was  a  friend  of  Nosliw's,  Yelnah 
by  name,  who,  (before  being  ele- 
vated to  his  new  position) ,  had 
been  been  a  slave-driver. 
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By  Jack  Bainbridge 

VIII 
The  increased  popularity  of  llab- 
toof  was  gained  at  the  loss  of  in- 
terest in  intellectual  development, 
but  the  continued  increase  in  enroll- 
ment counteracted  this,  and  any- 
way the  popularity  of  llabtoof 
drew  students  who  otherwise  would 
have  gotten  no  education  at  all.  A 
smattering  of  knowledge  was  bet- 
ter than  none  at  all.  So  rational- 
ized the  teachers. 

IX 

In  one  of  the  smaller  towns  of 
the  province  lived  a  youth  who  was 
called  Rentanus.  This  boy  showed 
up  well  in  his  local  competition  and 
became  quite  well  known.  Yel- 
nah  heard  of  him  and  wanted  him 
to  fill  a  position  on  his  team,  for  the 
enrollment  depended  upon  the  suc- 
cess of  the  team.  Yelnah  and  Nos- 
liw  conferred.  A  messenger  was 
sent  to  the  hut  of  Rentanus  with  a 
bit  of  scroll: 

"We,  the  undersigned,  do  here- 
by promise  to  furnish  Marcus  Ren- 
tanus with  lodging,  food,  and  two 
(2)  casks  of  wine  each  month  if 
he  will  attend  U.  N.  for  four  years 
and  play  llabtoof." 

X 
The  leaders  of  Ogacihc  possessed 
a  strange  ability  for  sensing  the  fu- 
ture trend  of  events  in  education. 
They  had  demonstrated  this  faculty 
in  instituting  athletics,  and  they 
again  demonstrated  it  by  removing 
all  athletic  competition,  including 
llabtoof. 

XI 
The  decision  of  Ogacihc  spread 
throughout  Rome.  U.  N.  went  on, 
and  Rentanus  was  acclaimed  the 
greatest  gourd-carrier  ever  seen  in 
Rome.  So  esteemed  was  he  by  his 
fellow  teammates  that  they  ap- 
pointed him  leader  of  their  group  of 
players.  Other  schools  had  sprung 
up  in  Rome,  and  they  had  llabtoof 


teams.  There  was  still  competition 
for  the  Notsnave  boys.  During  the 
year  of  Rentanus'  leadership,  U.  N. 
won  every  game,  and  was  preparing 
for  the  last  and  hardest  of  the  sea- 
son, a  game  with  Eudrup,  which 
had  lately  risen  to  fame. 

XII 

Gladiator's  Field,  the  largest  sta- 
dium in  Rome,  was  the  scene  of  the 
decisive  game.  Rentanus  was  sup- 
posed to  be  in  "top  form"  and  the 
team  as  a  whole  exceptionally 
strong.  A  hundred  thousand  peo- 
ple packed  the  structure,  many 
carrying  ox  horns  through  which  to 
shout.  The  game  itself  was  a  thrill- 
ing one  with  much  spectacular  play- 
ing by  Rentanus.  U.  N.'s  power 
attack,  however,  was  quite  ineffec- 
tive against  Eudrup;  in  the  last  few 
minutes  of  the  game,  a  Eudrup  man 
intercepted  a  pass,  and  tucking  it 
securely  under  his  arm,  galloped 
down  the  field  to  score  the  only 
downtouch  of  the  game. 

XIII 

The  years  hurried  by,  each  one 
proving  more  disasterous  than  the 
preceding.  Llabtoof,  through  the 
departure  of  Ogacihc  from  compe- 
tition, had  decreased  considerably 
in  importance,  and  "The  Great  Ro- 
man Game"  could  no  longer  be  re 
lied  upon  for  popularity.  Various 
other  means,  however,  were  found 
to  secure  publicity.  Ehcyd  was  not 
yet  beaten.  A  large  sum  was  ex- 
pended in  the  erection  of  a  new  li- 
brary to  stimuate  outwardly,  at 
least,  new  intellectual  activity.  An- 
other brilliant  plan  was  the  selec- 
tion of  youngsters  from  through- 
out the  empire  to  study  at  U.  N. 
Exhaustive  efforts  for  publicity  used, 
annually,  thousands  of  dollars,  and, 
with  an  ever-decreasing  enrollment, 
this  sum  was  secured  from  a  de- 
crease in  the  salaries  of  the  teachers. 


On. /a/ 
"Yelnah  had  been  a  slave-driver  .  .  ." 

XIV 
Plan  after  plan  was  tried,  and 
failure  after  failure  followed.  As 
a  final  effort,  an  entire  re-organiza- 
tion of  the  curriculum  was  at- 
tempted, entailing  the  selection  of 
an  entirely  new  staff  of  teachers. 
This  was  the  last  splurge,  and  it 
failed.  The  thousands  which  had 
been  spent  in  flippant  efforts  for 
publicity  had  so  decreased  the  funds 
of  the  school  that  the  new  regime 
of  instruction  lasted  but  two 
months  because  there  was  not 
enough  money  to  pay  the  new  high- 
priced  teachers.  Shortly  after  the 
school  had  closed  its  doors,  a  ruin- 
ous fire  destroyed  the  buildings. 
Ehcyd  realized  that  it  was  easier  to 
start  a  fire  than  a  cyclone. 


"One  down,  three  to  go." 
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SOME  DIVES  I  HAVE  KNOWN 

By  Jimmy  (Lowboard)  O'Keefe 


To  begin  this  futile  effort  to  en 
lighten  the  world  I  must  make  a 
definite  statement  as  regards  my 
stand  on  the  mentally  afflicting  art 
of  fancy  diving.  This  statement 
will  more  than  likely  bring  thou- 
sands of  portesting  letters  from  my 
colleagues,  who  will  be  more  than 
a  little  perturbed  at  my  audacity  in 
this  gigantic  expose. 

All  divers  are  crazy — for  divers 
reasons  (or  is  it  diverse?  Arthur 
Nethercott  please  note) .  As  a  mat- 
ter of  fact  idiocy  is  a  prerequisite. 
The  sport — questionable  in  Web- 
ster's Dictionary — known  as  div- 
ing was  first  attempted  by  that 
famous  connoiseur  of  dives,  Harry 
K.  Thaw,  and  later  made  famous 
by  a  guy  named  Brodie  who  got  his 
early  training  studying  to  be  a 
moron,  and  who  always  dove  back- 
ward due  to  the  easily  accountable 
fact  that  his  feet  were  heavier  than 
his  head. 

There  are  many  fine  dives  in 
every  land.  The  one  that  comes 
to  my  mind  at  present  was  origin- 
ally operated  on  the  road  to  some- 
where and  was  inhabited  by  all  the 
famous  poets  whose  biographers 
could  think  of  no  better  background 
to  surround  the  lives  of  their  sub- 
jects of  biography.  The  name  of 
this  dive  was  the  Jack-knife.  The 
name  has  been  borrowed  and  at  the 
present  writing  is  universally  used 
to  portray  a  figure  (usually  more 
or  less  human)  hurtling  through 
the  air  and  defying  all  laws  of  poise 
and  advice  as  to  what  one  should 
do  on  rainy  days. 

I  can  remember  when  people  the 
world  round  used  to  say  of  me 
that  I  gave  the  finest  impersonation 
of  the  author's  conception  of  this 
dive  that  had  ever  been  winessed. 
In  fact,  speaking  of  the  Jack-knife, 
some  people  even  went  so  far  as  to 
say  I  was  so  realistic  I  was  rusty, 
and  in  many  of  the  foreign  news- 

FOU  RTEEN 


papers   I   was   referred   to  as   a   gay 
young  blade. 

Then  there  is  the  "swan  dive," 
also  known  to  close  followers  of 
the  game  as  the  "dying  duck  dive." 
This  is  a  dive  that  requires  water, 
as  trying  to  "swan"  into  an  emptv 
pool  is  the  same  as  trying  an  outside 
loop  with  a  six-car  train  of  air- 
planes. Many  dive  experimental- 
ists have  tried  it  using  only  a  damp 
rag  as  a  receiver.  The  results  have 
always  favored  the  use  of  sufficient 
water. 

In  the  recent  Olympics  one  of  the 
divers,  not  content  with  a  plain 
swan,  dove  from  the  thirty-five  foot 
tower  supposedly  into  the  water 
and  was  found  lying  on  the  dock. 
Probably  hiding.  He  was  immedi- 
ately penalized  by  the  judges,  and 
thereafter  made  to  dive  through  a 


transparent  tube  so  he  wouldn't 
escape  their  vision. 

Many  famous  divers  have  at- 
tempted a  study  of  the  effects  of 
hitting  ones  head  on  the  water,  but 
have  always  had  to  give  it  up  due 
to  the  excessive  mental  strain  which 
is  very  harmful  during  the  competi- 
tive season. 

The  diving  season  is  of  the  ut- 
most scientific  importance  also.  Chi- 
ropodists always  have  had  their  an- 
nual conventions  during  diving 
season  in  order  to  study  the  peculiar 
workings  of  the  divers'  brains.  Most 
divers,  chiropodically  speaking,  are 
past  the  flatfooted  stage  and  are 
gifted  with  convex  feet  which  al- 
lows them  the  luxury  of  being  able 
to  twirl  when  they  walk.  This  is 
from  constant  springing  up  and 
(usually)  down  on  the  end  of  a 
spring-board. 

And  with  that  dive  said  all  I 
care  to  say  on  the  subject,  because 
when  you  speak  of  diving  you  have 
to  be  afraid  somebody  will  get 
board. 
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"Gosh,  what  lipsl" 


We  wonder  what  automobile 
mechanics  wipe  their  hands  on 
when  there  are  no  steering  wheels 
handy? 

A  fraternity  member  said  to  one 
of  the  freshmen.  "Hey,  frosh,  here's 
a  quarter.  Run  out  and  get  me  a 
sandwich.  Here's  another  quarter. 
Get  one  for  yourself,  too." 

A  few  minutes  later  the  fresh- 
man returned,  eating  a  sandwich. 
"Here's  your  quarter,"  he  an- 
nounced calmly,  "they  only  had 
one  left." 


Frosh:  I  live  by  my  wits. 
Soph:  That  explains  it.     Now  I 
know  why  you  look  so  hungry. 

Prospective  customer:  Do  you 
give  a  guarantee  with  this  hair  re- 
storer? 

N.  U.  Graduate:  Guarantee,  sir? 
Why,  we  give  a  comb. 

Theme  song  for  a  geology  field 
trip,  "How'm  I  Dune,  Hey,  Hey." 


Fate  had   decided   he   should   not 

return, 
When  fate  decrees  something  it's 

right  we  must  learn, 
So   one   day   when    this   daschund 

went  out  for  a  stroll, 
True,  he  soon  met  his  end  while 

circling  a  pole. 


man, 
Well-dressed 

if 


THE  GREEN  GAPP'D  BOY 

(With  all  due  respect  to  Whittier) 
Blessings    on    thee,    fresh    young 

boy,     with     cheeky 
panf 

With  thy  bold,  assertive  air, 

And  thy  sleeky  varnished  hair; 

With  thy  red  lips,  when  it's  dark- 
est, 

Kissed  by  coeds,  while  thou  park- 
est ; 

Soon  the  moonshine  in  thy  face 

Shall  bespeak  that  killing  pace ; 

In  my  heart  is  secret  sadness — 

I  once  had  thy  first-year  madness ! 

Snob  thou  art;  all  other  classes 

Are  no  more  to  thee  than  asses. 

Let  the  care-worn  senior  trudge ; 

Never  wilt  thou  be  a  drudge. 

Thou  hast  all  that  goes  to  show 

What  a  guy  can  get  with  dough. 

Outward,        splendent;        inward 
plain — 

Would  I  were  a  frosh  again. 

— Norman  F.  Elliott 


Officer:  "How  did  you  avert  the 
hold  up?" 

Grocer:  "I  threw  a  bottle  of 
jelly  at  the  robber  and  it  jammed 
his   gun." 


Senior:  "I  passed  a  bar  last 
night." 

Junior:    "How   come?" 

Senior:  "I  was  riding  in  the 
patrol  wagon." 

Junior:  "How  come  that  the 
cops  didn't  stop?" 


Parson:    "Will    John    be    at    church 
tonight?" 

Mother:   "Oh,    no!    John   is   ale-ing 
tonight." 


PERSONAL 

Darling,  you're  a  lovely  topic 
For  a  poem,  but  when  you're  tropic, 
I'll  cast  my  book  of  rhymes  aside 
And    let    your    conscience    be    my 
guide. 


Overheard  in  a  fraternity  house: 

Phi  Delt:   "How  was  this  steak 
cooked?" 

Waiter:   "Smothered  in  onions." 
Phi  Delt:  "Well,  it  died  hard." 


Pity  the   poor   professor  trying  to   make   both   ends   meet. 
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A  PIMPLE  ON  HER  TONGUE 

If  his  manner  is  cold,  what  care  I? 

Over  him  I  shall  not  sigh. 

If  he  doesn't  call 

My  world  won't  fall. 

It's  nothing  to  me 

Whom  he  goes  to  see. 

My  new  hat  with  the  jaunty  brim 

Wasn't  meant  for  him. 

I'm  not  crying 

Because  he  was  lying; 

He  doesn't  mean  a  thing  to  me 

As  you  can  easily  see. 

For   all   I   care — well 

That  man  can  go  to  hell. 


A  girl  who  tells  lies 
Doesn't  go  to   Heaven  when   she 
dies. 

— Eve  Lynn 


Mary  has  a  little  swing, 

It  isn't  far  behind; 
And    everywhere    that    Mary    goes 

The  swing  is  just   behind. 

Anapolis  "Log" 


"She  loved  a  canoe,   but  all  she 
got  was  a  raft  of  kids." 

Penn.  State  "Froth" 


He — (blushing) — "I  would  like 
to  see  something   nice  in   lingerie." 

Salesgirl — "You  can  get  seats  for 
the  Follies  two  doors  down." 

Penn.  State  "Froth" 


Mr.    Wrigley's  hymn- 
all  ye  faithful! 


-Oh  gum 


SIXTEEM 


PIRPL 


(Continued  from  Page  8) 

dyspeptic  old  bird  thoroughly  approves.  Among  them 
are  the  revival  of  the  band  dances  at  Patten  gym, 
which  we  always  thought  deserved  better  support 
than  they  have  received.  This  year,  what  with  stinted 
purses  and  dull  Saturday  nights  in  the  offing,  they 
offer  promise  of  something  pretty  good. 

We  think  the  Saturday  afternoon  radio  parties  in 
the  Austin  grill  for  out-of-town  football  games  are 
pretty  worth-while  too,  and  for  that  matter,  although 
there  are  some  things  about  it  we  don't  like,  we  think 
the  grill  is  on  the  whole  a  rather  fine  thing.  We  ap- 
prove of  the  more  aggressive  stand  which  the  Men's 
Union  has  taken  this  year,  and  as  one  who  urged  it 
for  years  we  feel  glad  to  see  that  our  old  idea  that  the 
Union  would  amount  to  something  only  when  it  be- 
gan performing  has  proven  true. 

Matter  of  fact  we  even  think  the  women  around 
here  have  a  little  more  common  sense  than  formerly, 
and  are  glad  to  see  it.  And  (meaning  no  offense) 
after  studied  views  of  Ann  Arbor  and  Champaign 
we're  just  as  glad  to  have  our  cage  in  Evanston.  With 
which  few  feathery  compliments  we  modestly  retire, 
leaving  the  bouquet  business  to  other  hands.  After 
all,  we're  only  supposed  to  squawk. 


RROl 


The  Spirit  of    06 

We  should  like  to  take  this  opportunity  (assum- 
ing, fool  that  we  are,  that  the  magazine  will  come 
out  on  time)  to  extend  a  hale  and  hearty  welcome  to 
the  alumni  who  are  returning  for  Homecoming.  We 
hope  that  you  will  be  able  to  say  that  the  school  has 
improved  since  you  were  here,  for  if  you  do  we  pres- 
ent-day undergraduates  will  feel  that  we  have  a  share 
in  the  compliment.  If  you  cannot  say  that,  but  must 
sadly  say  that  the  school  has  declined,  we  can  only 
answer,  sadly  but  truthfully,  that  the  men  and  women 
who  go  to  college  today  are  not,  perhaps,  made  of 
such  stern  stuff  as  those  of  you  who  have  gone  before. 

While  we  shake  your  hand  in  welcome  we'd  like 
co  point  out  to  you  our  magazine.  There  seems  to 
be  an  idea  that  contributions  from  alumni  are  not 
wanted.  Matter  of  fact  we're  delighted  to  get  them, 
and  (when  they're  good)  are  more  happy  to  use 
them  than  those  of  undergraduates.  For  a  busy 
alum  to  go  out  of  his  way  to  write  something  funny 
for  a  depression-ridden  humor  magazine  betokens 
school  loyalty  at  its  highest,  and  it  will  do  our  heart 
good  to  see  it.  All  contributions  will  be  cheerfully 
accepted. 


Criticism 

Our  first  issue  created  a  hubbub  on  campus  the 
like  of  which  we  haven't  seen  since  the  night  "Remote 
Control"  closed.  But  the  best  criticism  of  all,  we 
thought,  came  from  our  young  brother.  He  wrote, 
"I  picked  up  the  first  issue  of  your  magazine  with 
enthusiasm  and  laid  it  down  with  enthusiasm."  We 
hope  he's  a  little  slower  about  laying  down  this  one. 

—J.  K.  N. 
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THE  TASTE  SENSATION  OF  THE  CAMPU5 


Yea,  after  ye  game  s 

a  piping  hot  drink — 

the  merest  tidbit — 
or  a  man's  sized  steak  dinner — 
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Opposite  Teatro  del  Lago 


SEVENTEEN 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


STEWI6 


— A  golfer  in  the  raw  is  seldom  mild. 


PARODY 

To  love  or  not  to  love;  that  is  my 
question ; 

Whether   'tis   nobler  in   the   mind 
to  suffer 

The  slings  and  arrows  of  gossip- 
ing tongues 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of 

slander 
And    by    opposing,    avoid    it.     To 

love:    to   desire: 
To  desire:  perchance  to  sin:  aye, 

there's  the  rub; 
For  in   that  desire   of   flesh  what 

pains  may  come; 
I    cannot    shuffle    off    this    mortal 

coil, 
I    must    take    pause ;    there's    the 

thing 

That  makes  calamity  of  so  illicit 

a  love; 
For   could   I   not   bear   the   whips 

and  scorns  of  man, 


My  lover's  wrong,  the  proud  man's 

scorn, 
The   pangs   of   despised   love,   the 

laws    frown, 
The  insolence  of  officers,  and  the 

spurns 
The    sinners    merit    of    the    conti- 
nent, 
But  that   the  dread   of   something 

after  love's  death 
The  undiscovered  heartache  from 

whose  pain 
One    seldom    recovers — frightens 

me 
And  makes  me  rather  bear  those 

ills  I  have 
Than    fly    to    others    that    people 

warn  of? 
Thus    fear   does    make    a   coward 

of  me 
And  so  the  native  hue  of  love 
Is   sicklied   o'er  with   the   polecat 

of  inhibition.  „        T 

— Eve  Lynn 


"How     do    you     like    the     new 
comic  strips?" 

"Hell'  I  haven't  been  to  a  bur- 
lesque  show   in   years." 

Penn.   State   "Froth" 


If  Cleopatra  made  Mark  Antony 
the  mark  he  was.  If  Julius  Caesar 
made  Brutus  the  brute  he  was,  who 
made  Lydia  Pinkham  the  pill  she 
is? 

Buffalo  "Bison" 


If  every  boy  in  the  United  States 
could  read  every  girl's  mind,  the 
gasoline  consumption  would  drop 
fifty  per  cent. 

Texas  "Battalion" 


Lady:  "This  milk  isn't  good 
any  more." 

Milkman:   "I  know  it,  lady,  our 

cows    havent    been    contented    since 

they   tore   down    the    tobacco   signs 

with  the  handsome  bull  on  it." 

Southern  California  "Wampus" 

"This  is  the  skull  of  a  man  who 
was  shipwrecked  for  two  years  on 
a  desert  island  with  two  chorus 
girls." 

"How  did  he  die?" 

"He    wore    himself    out    tearing 
down  the  signals  they  put  up." 
Reserve  "Red  Cat" 


She — "Shall     we     sit     this     one 
out?" 

He — "No,  I'm  tired,  let's  dance." 
Anapolis  "Log" 


Back  in  '98  three  old  friends  left 
Pennsylvania.  The  Engineer  mar- 
ried for  love  and  got  love.  The 
Wharton  man  married  for  money 
and  got  money.  But  the  College 
man  married  for  honor. 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl" 


I  had  sworn  to  be  a  bachelor, 

She    had    sworn    to    be    a    bride, 
But  I  guess  you  know  the  answer — 
(She  had  nature  on  her  side) . 
John  Hopkins 
"Black  and  Blue  Jay" 


'Do 


"I've  just  taken  a  shine  to  your 
wife,"  said  the  stork  to  the  negro 
when  leaving  the  house. 

Anapolis  "Log" 
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Where  can  you  get  so  much  Good 

liter  FOR  SO  LITTLE  MONEY 


300  Note  Sheets  Formerly  200 

150  Envelopes  .  Formerly 100 

4  5  O  Pieces  ...  Formerly  300 

t_AU  Printed  with  your 
Name  and  Address 

fioo 


1 


POSTPAID 


""■"  DON'T  see  how  you  do  it!"  That's 
M.  the  gist  of  the  flood  of  letters  we  have 
received  from  old  friends  and  new  since  an- 
nouncing our  new  "450"  Package. 

We  knew  the  "450"  Package  would  amaze 
everyone.  Here's  why.  The  ordinary  box  of 
stationery  contains  24  sheets  and  24  envel- 
opes. The  "450"  Package  contains  300  sheets 
and  150  envelopes  ! 

Cheap  paper?  Not  a  bit  of  it.  Fitter  paper  is 
used  in  the  "450"  Package  than  in  many  boxes 
of  high  priced  social  stationery  ! 

And  each  sheet  and  envelope  is  neatly 
printed  with  your  name  and  address  —  the 
smart  and  logical  way  to  have  your  stationery 
finished.  It  is  convenient— protects  your  let- 
ters from  loss  in  the  mails  —  helps  business 
houses  get  your  name  accurately  and  lends  a 
neat  distinction  to  your  notes. 

Two  million  people  can't  be  wrong — and 
two  million  people  have  sent  to  Peru,  Indi- 
ana, for  American  Printed  Stationery ! 

Try  it.  It's  the  same  style  note  paper  we  have 
sold  for  18  years — same  printed  name  and  ad- 
dress— same  correct  size,  6  x  7— same  price. 
But  the  quantity  is  now  50%  greater! 

Send  one  dollar  —  check,  bill  or  money  order 
($1.10  west  of  Denver  and  outside  of  U.  S.).  Your 
package  will  be  printed  and  mailed  within  3  days 


of  the  receipt  of  your  order.  Sold  by  mail  only.  No  agents  or  dealers. 
Absolute  satisfaction  guaranteed. 

AS  CHRI5TIVIA5  GIFTS  Being  printed  with  the  recipient's  name 
and  address,  American  Stationery  makes  a  distinctly  personal  gift  —  and  a 
most  pleasing  one.  Simple,  neat,  fine  quality,  in  good  taste— and  inexpen- 
sive. Make  up  your  Christmas  list  at  once.  All  orders  printed  and  mailed 
within  3  days  of  receipt  of  instructions. 


THE  AMERICAN  STATIONERY  COMPANY,  700   PARK  AVE.,  PERU,   IND. 

Originator  and  World's  Largest  Manufacturer  of  Printed  Note  Paper 
Here  is  $1.00  for  a  box  of  "450"  Stationery  to  be  printed  as  shown  below.  ($1.10  west  of  Denver  and  outside  ofU.S.) 


Name — 
Address- 


OVER      2,000,000      CUSTOMERS     —     ALL      OVER      THE      WORLD 
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WORDS  WITH  THE 
BUSINESS  MANAGER 


Let  There  Be  Reciprocity 

One  hundred  and  forty-two  business  establish- 
ments in  Evanston  have  pledged  themselves  to  aid 
Northwestern  students  who  are  in  need  of  income- 
bearing  jobs  in  order  to  meet  school  expenses.  The 
Northwestern  "Sponsors,"  the  name  attached  to  all 
these  concerns  interested  in  the  movement,  have  acted 
and  in  the  short  month  of  its  existence  226  jobs  have 
been  turned  over  to  students.  To  place  over  two  hun- 
dred men  at  jobs  with  pecuniary  returns  within  a 
period  of  three  weeks  is  a  noble  peice  of  work  and 
compliments  are  in  order  to  these  spirited  business  men 
of  Evanston. 

What  can  we  as  students  do  to  express  our  appre- 
ciation for  the  efforts  expended  by  the  Northwestern 
"Sponsors?"  The  most  that  we  can  do  is  to  direct 
our  purchases  to  the  Sponsors.  Since  we  as  students 
spend  nine  months  out  of  every  year  as  residents  of 
Evanston  and  are  what  you  may  call  full  fledged 
citizens  of  this  city  it  is  proper  that  we  release  our 
potential  buying  power  here.  This  plea  to  buy  from 
the  "Sponsors"  is  for  all  the  students,  both  organzed 
and  independents.  Every  student  can  help  to  get  him- 
self a  job  by  buying  from  the  "Sponsors." 

Every  one  of  the  local  advertisers  in  the  PURPLE 
PARROT  for  this  November  issue  are  on  the  "Spon- 
sors" list.  Here  is  a  group  of  merchants  who  are 
parading  their  wares  through  the  medium  of  our  pub- 
lication. Their  goods  and  services  are  the  best — 
satisfaction  and  quality  guaranteed.  It  goes  without 
reserve  that  we  should  patronize  these  PURPLE 
PARROT  advertisers. 

Within  a  week  after  this  issue  is  in  circulation 
there  will  be  placed  upon  every  bulletin  board  on 
campus  the  list  of  advertisers  accompanied  by  a  list 
of  wares  and  services  offered.  We  are  asking  you  as 
students  to  jot  down  mentally  the  advertisers  and 
direct  your  purchases  accordingly. 

Say  you  saw  their  advertising  copy  in  the  Novem- 
ber issue  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT. 


William  S.  Hennings, 
Business  Manager. 


THE  BOATING  SONG 

Phil  Campbell,  the  big  frame 
from  the  little  town  found  a  little 
corn-borer  this  summer  in  his  corn 
field.  He  took  it  to  the  house  and 
every  night  he  came  home  and  the 
little  corn-borer  brought  out  the 
paper,  spectacles,  house  slippers  and 
pushed  up  the  easy  chair  and  then 
prepared  dinner.  So  fast  was  the 
corn-borer,  that  Phil  named  it 
"Motor." 

One  night  Phil  came  home  tired 
and  sleepy,  he  couldn't  find  the  lit- 
tle Motor  anywhere.  He  looked 
around,  finally,  in  the  kitchen  he 
saw  a  pile  of  corn  move  a  little. 
"Here  Motor,  come  on  out,"  called 
Phil.  And  sure  'nuff,  "out  bored 
Motor." 

Oklahoma   "Whirlwind" 


And    then    have    you    heard    the 


latest 


pajama  song: 


"I  guess  I'll  have  to  change  my 
plans." 

Exchange 


Really,  father,  I  was  so  upset  I 
couldn't  keep  track  of  the  number 
of  times  that  his  lips  met  mine. 

The  Hell!  !  With  the  damn 
thing  going  on  right  under  your 
own  nose. 

Arizona   "Kitty-Kat" 


About  the  only  thing  that  can 
lay  down  on  the  job  and  get  results 
is  a  hen. 

Grinnell  "Malteaser" 


Man    proposes;     woman    disposes, 

courtship  closes. 
Bride     imposes;      hubby     opposes; 

love-nest  goes-es. 
Model  poses  .  .  .  pretty  pink  toes-es 

.  .  .  love  transposes; 
Sends    her    roses;     Parisian    hoses, 

honeyed  proses. 
Love  encloses.    Servant  discloses  all 

his  clothes-es; 
Press  exposes;  models  deposes;  bank 

forecloses. 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl" 
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The  present  advertising  cam- 
paign of  a  certain  well  known 
brand  of  cigarettes  calls  to  mind  the 
fact  that  they  should  use  as  a  theme 
song:  "Inhale,  Inhale,  The  Gang's 
All  Here." 


Did  you  know  that  a  loaf  of 
bread  was  the  mother  of  a  steam 
engine? 

How  do  you  figure  that  way? 

Well,  a  loaf  of  bread  is  a  neces- 
sity; a  steam  engine  is  an  invention; 
and  necessity  is  the  mother  of  in- 
vention. 


Can   you   imagine   anyone   going 
to  bed  with  his  shoes  on? 
Sure,  my  horse  does. 


Ants,  we  read,  can  lift  weights 
which  are  very  large  in  proportion 
to  their  size.  Bees  and  wasps  can 
also  raise  some  goodsized  lumps. 


A  magazine  article  says  that  box- 
ing increases  the  reach.  So  does 
eating  at  a  fraternity  house. 


A  fool  and  his  honey  are  soon 
petted. 

People   who   live   in   gas   houses 
shouldn't  play   with  matches. 


Most  men  call  a  spade  a  spade, 
unless  they  let  it  drop  on  their  toes. 


There    was    a    wise    Frosh    from 

Mahoney, 
His  ears  were  so  long  they  looked 
phoney; 
"What  an  ass!"  said  the  Soph, 
With  his  usual  scoff. 
"Not  quite,"   said  the  frosh,   "just 
a  pony." 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl" 


Io:    "Football   has   done   a   great 

thing  for  this  country." 
Dine:    "In  what  ways?" 
Io:    "Why   now   you   can   walk 

down  the  street  with  a  blanket  on 

one  side  and  a  girl  on  the  other  and 

not  be  talked  about." 

Wesleyan  "Wasp" 


Your  Co^op  Membership 

for 
WATCHES  JEWELRY 

REPAIRING 

Lee  Nelson 

1626  Orrington  Ave. 
University  0461 


Photographers  for 
Northwestern  University 

Special  Prices  to  Students 

Eugene  L.  Ray 


Studic 


1606   Chicago   Avs. 


Uni.  2238 


"Call  Hoos" 

For  Your  Needs 

We  Deliver 

Hoos  Drug  Store 

1745  Sherman  Avenue 

Greenleaf  7458 

Phones:  Winnetka  201-202 
658  Center  Street  Winnetka 

B.  W.  BLOW 

Building  Materials  and  Excavating 
Private  Driveways 

Tennis  Court  Materials 


Po- lease,  a  Camel! 

_F  there's  anything  fresher  than  the  freshman's  first  plea  for  a  kiss,  it  must  be 
a  Camel.  These  fine  cigarettes  of  blended  choice  Turkish  and  mild  sun-ripened 
Domestic  tobaccos  are  made  fresh  —  never  parched  or  toasted  —  and  kept  fresh 
in  the  Camel  Humidor  Pack.  That's  why  every  puff  of  their  mild  throat- friendly 
fragrance   will  prompt   you   to   say,  "Here  is  perfection  in   smoking  enjoyment." 

R.  J.  REYNOLDS  TOBACCO   COMPANY,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

J\Tever  parched  or  toasted 


S  1932.  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Com  puny 


Camels 

Made  I  It  KM  II  —  Kept  FRESH 


